slammed the writing-room door and taken the second
camera would have no doubts about my connection with
the business.

I holed two balls simultaneously.

1 did not.,' I said, 'expect that.5

'No,1 thought not.'

'I am/ I went on, as I moved round for the next shot,
*a man of one hobby.'

I failed to score and he took his place at the table.

'Indeed?'

cYes. It is photography.'

He squinted along his cue.

'How nice.'

I watched him narrowly as I asked the fatal question.

*Have you a camera?'

He stood up slowly and looked at me.

cHerr Vadassy, do you mind not talking while I make
this shot? It is difficult. You see, I am going to hit the
cushion there, graze that white, hit the cushion again,
and send the red into maximum. The white should roll
into a five.'

1 beg your pardon.'

'It is I who should beg yours. This absurd game
interests me. It is an utterly antisocial device. It is like a
drug. It deprives you of the necessity for thinking. As soon
as you start to think, you play badly. Have I a camera?
I have no camera. I cannot, indeed, remember the last
time I held a camera in my hands. It should require no
thought on my part to produce that answer. Yet the
distraction is sufficient to break the spell. The shot would
have failed.'

He spoke solemnly. The fate of worlds might have de-
pended on the success of the shot. Yet in his eyes, those
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